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he had died a year ago); so many clients, dependants, flatterers,
parasites., cunning Gnathoes, tramping on foot after the hearse,
all their care is, who shall stand fairest with the successour; he
mean time (like enough) spurns them from him, spits at them,
treads them under his foot, will have nought to do with any such
cattle. I think him in the right: Hcec sunt majora gravitate
Heracliti. The follies are enough to give crying Heraclitus a*
jit of the spleene.

G. F. COOKE IN "RICHARD THE THIRD"

(1802)

SOME few of us remember to have seen, and all of us have heard
our fathers tell of Quin, and Garrick, and Barry, and some
faint traditional notices are left us of their manner in particular
scenes, and their stile of delivering certain emphatic sentences.
Hence our curiosity is excited, when a new Hamlet or a new
Richard makes his appearance, in the first place, to inquire, how
he acted in the Closet scene, in the Tent scene; how he looked>
and how he started, when the Ghost came on, and how he cried

Off with his head.    So much for Buckingham.

We do not reprehend this minute spirit of comparison. On the
contrary, we consider it as a delightful artifice, by which we
connect the recreations of the past with those of the present
generation, what pleased our fathers with what pleases us. We
love to witness the obstinate attachments, the unconquerable pre-
judices (as they seem to us), of the old men, our seniors, the
whimsical gratification they appear to derive from the very refusal
to be gratified; to hear them talk of the good old actors, whose
race is for ever extinct.

With these impressions, we attended the first appearance of Mr.
Cooke, in the character of Richard the Third., last winter. We
thought that he "bustled" through the scenes with at least as
much spirit and effect as any of his predecessors whom we remember
in the part, and was not deficient in the delivery of any of those
rememberable speeches and exclamations, which old prescription
hath set up as criteria of comparison. Now that the grace of
freshness is worn off^ and Mr. Cooke is no longer a novitiate